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at all. ... In any case, it's a question of your telling me, or the evening paper ... more or less . . ."
The idea of a report in the paper seemed to stab the other painfully enough to make him wince.
" What are you stopping for ? "
The man obediently took up his mop and went on with his cleaning.
Quinette continued, in a still lower tone :
"You don't want to talk about it yet. That's quite understandable. Well, tell me, then, what are you going to do ? When you leave here, where are you going ? "
" I don't know ! "
" What, you don't know ? "
"No."
" Not the least idea ? "
ee No."    (The " No " was more uncertain.)
*c Are you going to hide somewhere ? "
The other was silent. Quinette reflected. Then he said:
*c Listen. I'm interested in you. I don't want to torment you now. But I want to see you again,"
He said : " I want to see you again " with such an air of calm determination that the other let his rag drop out of his hands again. Quinette pressed his advantage.
66 This very day.    Anywhere you like."
The other's face assumed an expression of stupefied acquiescence ; then he stammered :
" Yes ... but I don't know where."
" I don't ask you to make it the place where you hide yourself. Not at all. Somewhere near, if you like—or farther away. It's all the same to me."
cc I don't know . . , I really can't say . . /'
Quinette's tone was harsher.
ee But you can. You must know a quiet little cafe*. . . » After five o'clock, so that it will be dark. Let's say six o'clock. Come, now 1 "
The man looked around him wildly, seeking some way of escape.

